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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER ).—Plonesr in the California
redwood reglon, John Cardigan, at forty.
soven, is the leading citizen of Bequola,
&wncr of mills, ships, and many acres of

mber, a widower after three yoars of
E:;rlcd lltc lmd father of two- -day-old |

]

CHAPTER IL—<At fourteon Bryce m-kal
the acquaintance of Shirley Sumner, n vis- |
itor to Bequoin, and hle runlor by a few
{h‘“‘ Together they visit the Vallay of |

¢ Glants, sacred to John Cardigan and
bis son as the burial place of Bryce's
mother, and part with mutual regret.

CHAPTER I111.-While Bryce 1s at col-
Jege John Cardigan meetn with heavy
business logses and for the first time views
the future with uncertainty,

CHAPTER IV.—After mduuuou rmml

college, and a trip abroad, Bryce Cardi-
gan comes Kome, On the train meets
Bhirley Sumner, on her way to Bequola te

make her home thers with her nrwh|
Col. Pennington. Hryece learns that his
father's eyesight has fallad and that Col, |
Pennington Is seeking Lo take advantage of
the old man‘s business misfortunes,

CHAPTER V.-In the Valley of tie
Olants young Cardigan finds a tree felled
directly across his mother's grave. Indl.
cations are that It was cut down to seours
the burl, and evidence seems to show thal
Pennington and his  woods-boss, Julet
Rondsnu, are implicated In the outrage.

CHAPTER W—Dln!n( with Col, Pan
nington and his niece, Bryce finds the
l'm rnohd crﬂh redwood burl, confirm

of Pennington’'s llt
ln L} dlplarn.llc WAY, unp‘mhd by
lay, the two men declare w

CHAPTER VIl.—Pennington u
renew hl. Io'mnioomrnt with Cardl-
gans, bellevin is actlion means bank-
ruptey for the latter. Hryce forces Hon.
deau to confess he felled the Lree Ip the
Vsnoy of the Glants, at Pen

After punishing the m Brr«
hlr:. :t (f‘tol Penn ‘&Um‘. , with
m witnessed
ton u’ﬁumnnud. and tnm 1
ordera Hryce to leave her and
!l'lomllhlp He leaves, but refuses to as
eept dlomiseal

£

CHAPTE L.—=Returaing to Sequola
muﬂaonw‘l.lnhh rm;..b:rnnelo,ud

ln'g are Innl.hﬂ reaks away from
m at the risk of N 'th“:nu out

t
Mth being ;‘aﬂﬁ;‘msm in dulu' "0,

cnamn“:x -llolu umm ch:l-:-z

, makes Hllllfa

ohn slrdllln offers to ull P.n
Glants, but

“"u‘.'.‘.:'t et agos
"tun u‘h: mr::nu U

the tw

be his thro

on & ac to
Pannington'n logging rall
CHAPTER x.—nuchmue?ﬂhc! rail.
read ~ mmnnun ege Priend

lrdlﬁns an the
man to Ngure as :n. bullder of the pro-

rallroad. to Ban Fran
Ao v Bryce goes to

CHAPTER XI1.—Ogllvy ostentatiously
which Is -nno:n‘cgru?:'m‘h. .
i Penn w

to block l )
ble to M?l’l‘:rs lunehlu fﬂm&‘ Ine

this he plans
Hst the ald of the mayor, I':n u..

CHAPTE — .
g Rqull “Buck" Oglivy, { as

Iam for l.eurin a
from Ly

X11L-Ogllvy, In a ness

%ﬁuh oﬂdll'-m.:ﬁ':

new road. him
obtain the temporar
., finally mvﬁuuz.. that the
nterests ln behind scheme,
#els to work to balk
CHAFPTER m——h.aiulon refunes
Bryce the use of a locomotive and trucks
to move squipment for lutn. & switch,
lad Brru and #lv plan to steal both
lmt in & crossing
euluu Punln on's tracks in the eity.
Pc..lnnou bri Moyor Poundstone
the temporary franchise granted
and to refuse a rmanent one. That
night Pennington e the Cardigan
hclwl:yl- crew at work and hurries to
the

l'uchl-lo for ths 1

CHAPTER XV,

The success of Bryce Cardigan's
plun for getting his ralls down from
Laurel creck depended entirely upon
the whiinsy which might seize the crew
of the blg wogul that hauled the last
load of legs out of Cardigan's red-
woods on Thursday afternoon, Should
the engineer and fireman declde to
leave the locomotive at the logging
cawp for the night, Bryce's task would
be s slmple as turning a hose down &
&quirrel hole, On the ether band,
should they rum back to Sequola with
the engine, he and Ogilvy faced the al-
ternative of “borrowlng” 1t from the
Laguna Grande Lumber company’s

reandhouse; and’ that operation, o
view of the fact that Pennington's night
watehman would be certain to hear the
englne lenving, offered diMculties.

Throughout the afternoon, after
Laving sent his orders In writing to
the woodsbosa, via George Sea Otter
(for he dared not trust to the tele
phone), he walted in his office for a
telephone call from the logging camp
&85 0 what action the engine crew had
taken. Finally, at a guarter of six
Curtls, his woods-boss, rang In,

*“They're staying here all night, sir,"
Le reported,

“House them as far from the log
landing as possible, and organize »
poker game to keep them busy In ease
they don't go to bed before elght

o'clook,” Bryce ordered, “In the mean-
time, send & man you esn trust—Jim
Harding, who runs the big bull-donkey,

will do—down to the locomotive to
keep steam up untll I arrive™
He had scarcely hune

nn whan

igllvy came Ioto the office.
“Well?" he queried casually,

“Safe-o, Bueck!™ replied Bryce
“Nothing to do but get & bite of din
ner and proceed to business.”

Buck Insisted on keeping an engage
ment to dine with Molra, and Bryce
| agreed to call for him at the Bon
Gueto restaurant, Then Bryece went
home to dine with his father. Old
Cardigan was happler than his son
had seen hlin since the return of the
latter to Sequola,

“Well, sonny, I've had a mighty |
pleasant nfternoon.” he declared as
Hryce led him to the dinner table,
“I've heen up to the Valley of the
Giants."”

Bryce wnr amazed. “Why, how
could you?' he demanded. "“The old
skid road Is Unpassable, and after you
leave the end of the skid road, the
trall In to mother's grave Is so over
grown with bhuckthorn and wild ae
I doubt If a rabbit conld get through
it comfortably.”

“Not a bit of It," the old man re
plled. “SBomebody has gone to work
and planked that old skid road and
put up a hand rall on each side,
while the trail through the Glants has
been grubhed out and smoothed over.
All that old logging cable I abandoned
fo those chopplugs has been strung
from tree to tree alongside the path
on both sides. 1 can go up there alone
now, once George sets me on the old
skid road; T can't get lost.”

“How did you discover this? Bryce
demanded,

“Judge Moore, representing the new
owner, called round this morning and
took me in tow. He sald his client
knew the property held for me a cer
taln sentimental value which wasn"
transferred In the deed, and so the
Judge had been instrucied to have the

skid road planked and the forest trail
grubbed out—for me, It appears thal
the valley is golug to be a public
park, after all, but for the present and
while [ live, it is my private park.”

“This Is perfectly amazing, partner.”

“It's mighty comforting,” his father
admitted. "Guess the new owner musl
be one of my old friends—perhaps
somebody 1 did a favor for once
—and this Is his way of repaylng. I'd
llke to know the nnme of the owner,
I'd ke mighty well to say thank you
to him, It isn't usual for people now-
adays to have as much respect for
sentiment in an old duffer llke me as
the fellow has, He sort of makes me
feel as If 1 hadn't sold at all”

Buek Ogillvy came out of the Bon
Gusto restaurant with Molra, just as
Bryce, with George Sea Otter at the
wheel of the Napler, drove up to the
curb. ‘They left Moira at her board-
Ing house, and rolled nolselessly away.

At nine o'clock they arrived at
Oardigan’s log landing and found Jim
Harding, the bull-donkey engineer,
placidly smoking his pipe in the cab.
Bryce halled him.

“That you, Jim?"

“You bet.”™

“Run up to Jabe Curtis' ahanty and
tell him we're here. Have him gather
his gang and bring two palrs of
overalls und two jumpers—iurge sise
—with him when he comes.”

Presently the woods-boss, accom-
panied by thirty of his best men, came
down to the log landing. At Bryce's
order they clambered aboard the en
gine and tender, hanging on the steps,
on the reoof of the cab, on the cow-
catcher—anywhere they could find a
toe-hold, Buck Ogllvy cut off the alr;
and the locomotive and tender began
to glide slowly down the almost lm
perceptible grade, With a slight click

it cleared the switch and slid out onto
the Cardigan lateral, swiftly gather
ing spead, A quarter of a mile dowu‘
the llne Buck Ogllvy applled the
brakes and eased her down to twenty
miles per hour,

At the junction with the main line
Buck bucked briskly up Into the
Lagunda Grande woods, and coupled
to the twe loaded flat cars The |
woods gang scrambled aboard the |
flats, and the traln pulled out for Se-
quoin. Forty minutes later they rum-
bled down Water street and slid to a |
grinding halt at the Intersection of B
street,

From the darkness of Clrdlnnl.
drylng yard, where they bad been
waiting, twenty picked men of the|
mill erew now emerged, bearing lan.
tepns and tools. Under Buck Ogllvy's |
direction the dirt promptly began to
fly, while the woods crew unloaded the |
ralls and plled them close to the side-
walk,

Suddenly a volce, harsh and strident
with passion, rose nhove the thud of
the plcks and the clang of metal,

“Whoe's In charge here, and what In
blazes do you mean by cutting my
tracks v

Bryce turned In time to behold Col.
Beth Pennington leap from an auto- |
moblle and wdvance upon Buck Ogllvy. |
Ogllvy held a lantern up to the Colo-

Surveyed Pennington Caimly,

nel's face and surveyed Pennington
calmly. |

“Colonel,” he began with exasperat-
ing pollteness, “I presume you are
Colonel Pennington —my name Is
Buchanan . Ogllvy, and I am in
charge of these operations, I am the
vice president and general manager of
the N. @. O, nnd T am engaged in the
blithe task of making a jump crossing
of your rulls, Have a cigar.” And he
thrust a perfecto under the Colonel's
nose. Pennington struck It to the
ground, and on the Instant, half »
dozen rough rascals emptied their
shovels over him. He was deluged
with dirt.

“Stand back, Colonel, stand back, if
you please, You're In the way of the
shovelers,” Buck Ogllvy warned him
soothingly.

Bryce Cardigan came over, and at
gight of him Pennington choked with
fury., “You—you—" he sputtered, un-
able to say more,

“I'm the N, O. 0., Bryce replled.
“Nice little Aiction that of yours about
the switch-engine belng lald up In the
shops and the Laurel creek bridge bhe-
ing unsafe for this blg moegul"” He
looked Pennington over with frank ad.
miration. “You're certalnly on the
job, Colonel. T'll say that much for
you."

“You've stolen my engine,” Fenning-
ton almost screamed. *“T'll have the
law on you for grand larceny”

“Tut-tut! You don't know WwWno
stole your engine, For all you know,
your own engine crew may have run
it down hera”

“I'll attend to you, sir,” Pumln:tﬂl
repllied, and he turned to emter Mayer
Poundstone’s littie filvver.

“Not tonight, at least” Bryce re-
torted gently. “Having gone this far,
1 would be a poor general to permit
you to escape now with the news of
your discovery. You'd be down here
In an hour with a couple of bundred
members of your mill crew and give
us the rush. You will oblige me, Colo-
nel Peonington, by remalining exactly
where you are until I give you permis
slon to depart”

“And If I refuse—"

“Then I shall manhandle you, truss
you up llke a fow! In the tonneau of
your ear, and gag you."

To Bryce’s Infinite surprise the Colo-
nel smiled. "“Oh, very welll" he re
plied, “I guess you've got the bulge
on me, young man, Do you mind If 1
sit In the warm cab of my own en-
gine? I came away In such & hurry
I quite forgot my overcoat"™

“Not at all. I'll sit up there and
keep you company.”

Half an hour psssed. An automo-
blle came slowly up Water street and
paused half a block away, evidently
reconnoltering the situation. Instant-
Iy the Colonel thrust his head out the
eab window,

“Sexton |” he shouted, “Cardigan's
cutting In u crossing. He's holding
me here against my will, Get the mill
crew together and phone for Rondeaun
and his woods-crew. Send the switch-
engine and a couple of flats up for
them. Phone Poundstone. Tell him
to have the chlef of pollee—"

Bryce Cardigan's great hand closes
over the Colonel's neck, while down
Water street a dark streak that was
Buck Ogllvy sped toward the automo-
bile, intending to ellmb In and make
Pennington's manager a prisoner alsc.
He was too late, however, Sexton
swung his car and departed at full

| speed down Water street, leaving the

disappointed Buck to return pantlng
to the scene of operations,

Bryce Cardigan relensed his hold on
Pennington's veck. “You win, Colo-
nel,” he announced, “No good can
come of holding you here any longer,
Into your car and on your way."

“Thank you, young man," the Colo
nel answered, and there was a metal-
lle ring In his volee. He looked at
his watch In the glare of a torch.
“Plenty of time,"” he murmured, "Cur
few shall not ring tonight™ Quite
delliberately he elimbed into the
mayor's late source of woe end
breezed away.

Colonel Pennington 414 not at once
return to his home, however. Instead
he drove up to the business center of
the town. ‘The streets were deserted,
but one saloon—the Sawdust Plle—
was still open,

Pennington strode through the bar
and Into the back room, where a nune
beér of poker gnmes were In progress.
For & moment he stood, his cold,
ophidian glance clireling the room une
th it came to rest on no less a per
sonage than the Black Miuorea, an
Individual with whom the reader has

already had some slight acquaintance,
It will be recalled (hat the Miack
Minorea led the futlle rush agalnst
Bryce Cardigan that day In Penning.
ton's woods.

The Colonel approached the “b"i
where the Black Minorea sat thumb-
ilng the edges of his cards, and
touched the cholo on the shoulder, |
The Black Minorea turned, and PII-?
nington nodded to him to follow;
whereupon the Intter cashed In his
chips and Jolned his employer on the
sidewnlk, Here n whispered conver-
eation ensped, and at Its conclusion
the Black Minorea nodded vigorously.

“Sure!” he nssured the Colonel. “Tl
fix "em good and plenty.”

Together Pennington and the Black,
Minorea entered the automoblle and
procecded awiftly to the Laguna
Grande Lumber company's mill office.
From a locker the Colonel produced a
repeating rifle and three boxes of
cartridges, which he handed to the
cholo, who departed without further
ndo Into the night.

Twenty minutes later, from the top
of a lnmber plle in Cardigan's drylng

L /

Bryce Cardigan Saw the Flash of a
Rife.

yard, Bryce Cardigan saw the flash of
a rifle and felt a sudden sting on his
left forearm. He leaped around In
front.of the cowecatcher to galn the
shelter of the engine, and another bul-
lst struck at his feet and ricocheted
off into the night. It was followed by
e fuslllade, the bullets kicking up the
freshly disturbed earth among the |
workers and sending them scurrying
to various points of safety, In an in |
stant the crossing was deserted, and
work had been stopped, while from
the top of the adjacent lumber pile
the Black Minorca poured s stream of
lead and fithy Invective at every point
which he suspected of harboring =
Cardigan follower,

“I'd llke to plug bim,” Buck mur
mured.

“What would be.the use? This will
be his last night In Humboldt ecoun
t’..)'

A rifle shot rang out from the side
of B street; from the lumber plle|
across the street, Bryce and Ogllvy |
heard a suppressed grunt of pain, and
& crash as of a breaking board. In- |
stantly out of the shadows George
Sea Otter eame padding on velvet
feet, rifle in hand—and then Bryce
anderstood.

“All right, boss,” sald George sim-
ply as he joined Bryce and Ogilvy un- |
der the lee of the locomotive. “Now
we get busy mln."

“Safe-o, men," Ogllvy called, “Back
to the jJob." And while Bryce, fol |
lowed by the careless George Sea 0t-|
ter, went Into the lumber yard to suc |
cor the enemy, Ogilyy set an example
to the men by stepplog Into the open
and starting briskly to work with a
shovel,

At the bottom of the plle of lumber |
the Black Minorca was dlscovered with
& severe flesh wound In his right hip; |
also he was suffering from numoroul
brulses and contusions, George Sen
Otter possessed himself of the fallen
cholo's rifle, while Bryce picked the
wreteh up and carried him to his auto-
moblle,

“Take the swine over to the Laguna
Grande Lumber company's hospltal
and tell them to patch him up,” he or
dered George Sea Otter. “I'll keep both
rifles and the ammunition here for
Jules Rondean and his woods gang.
They'll probably be dropping in on us
about 2 a. m,, If 1 know anything about

Colonel Pennington's way of doing
things." |
L] . L L] L] L L ]

Huaving dispatched the Black Minor-
ca to hold up the work until the ar
rival of reenforcements, Colonel Pen-
nington fairly burned the streets en
route to his home. He was desirous of
getting Into a heavy ulster before ven-
turing forth agaln lnto the night air.

The violent slam with which he |
closed the front door after him brought |
Bhirley, In dressing gown and slippers,
to the stalrcase.

“Uncle Seth!" she called
the matter?’

“There's the devil to pay,” he an-
swered, “That fellow Cardigan 1s back
of the N, O. O, after all, and he and |
Ogilvy have a gang of fifty men down
at the Intersection of Water and B
streets, cutting In & jump-crossing of
our line™

He dashed Into the Uving room, and
ghe heard him ecalling frantically Into
the telephone,

“At last!" she murmured, and arept
down the stalrs, pausing behind the |
heavy portieres at the entrance te the |
living room,

“What's

.that temporary franchise. He can be

| sent over the Black Minorca with a

| shoot my boss, so | shot him myself

| ting.”

ML yvu, PounasteneT’ she heard
him saying rapidly into the transmit
ter. “Penhlngton speaking. Young
Bryee Cardigan Is behind that N. C. O.

outfit, it's a logeing road and not !
Int to bulld throwgh to Grant's !
Pass at all. Cardigan and Ogllvy are

at Water and B streets this very In-
stant with a gang of fifty men cutting |
In & Jump-crossing of my line, curse
them! They'll have it In by six o'clock
tomorrow morning If somethlng lsn"l
done—and once they get it In, the fat's
In the fire.

“Telephone the chief of pollce and
order him to take his entire force
down there, If necessary, and stop that
work. To blazes with that temporary
franchisel You stop that work for
two hours, and I'll do the rest. Tell
the chief of police not to recognize

suspiclons of it, can't he, and refuse to
let the work go on untll he fAinds out?
And you can be hard to find for two
hours, ean you not? Delay, delay, man!
That's all I want. . ., . Yes yes, |
understand. You get down about day-
light and roast the chlef of police for
Interfering, but In the meantimel
Thank yon, Poundstone, thank
rlm Good-by I
He stood at the telephone, the re-
celvr= wtlll held to his ear and his
right forefinger holding down the hook
while the line cleared. When he spoke
agaln, Shirley knew he was calling his
mill office. He got a response Immed|-
ately, notwithstanding the lateness of
the hour,
“Sexton? Pennington speaking. I've

rifle and sixty rounds of ammunition.
« « « What?! Yon can hear him
shooting already? Bully boy with a
crockery eye! He'll clean the gang
out and keep them from working until
the police arrive, You've telephoned
Rondesu, have yout . ., . Goodl
He'll have his men walting at the log
landing, and there'll be no delay. Sex.
ton, we've got to block them. It means
a loss of milllons to me If we falll”

Shirley was standing in the doorway
as he faced about from the telephone,
“Uncle Seth,” she sald qdletly, “use
any honorable wethod of defeating
Bryce Cardigan, but call off the Black
Minorcn. [ shall hold you personally
respousible for Bryce Cardigan's life,
and If you fall me, I shall never for |
glve yon."

“Silly, silly girl!” he soothed Iul'l
“Don't you know I would not stoop to
bush-whacking? There's some shoot- |
Ing going on, but its wild ahootlng, }ut |
to frighten Cardigan and his men ofl'.
tha job."

“You can't friehten him.," she crlm
passionately. “You know you ean't. |
He'll kil the Black Minorea, or the
Black Minorea will kil him. Go Ip-
| stantly and stop It."

“All right, all right!” he sald rather
humbly, and sprang down the front
steps Into the walting car. *Tll play
the game fairly. Shirley, never fear.”

She stwood In the doorway and
watched the red tall-light, lke »
malevolent eye, disappear down the
street. And presently as she stood
tben.ao“th.boulmrdahmm”
| ear came slipping nolselessly—so
| nolselessly, in fact, that Shirley recog
| nized It by that very quality of sllence. |
It was Bryce Cardigan's Napler,

“George I” she called, “Come here.”

The car slld over to the gate and
stopped at the sight of the allm white
figure running down the garden walk,

“Is Mr, Cardigan hurt?" she demand-
ed In an agony of suspense,

George Sea Otter grunted comtemp
tuously. “Nobedy hurt 'cept the Black
Minorea, | am taking bim to your
company hospital, misa. He tried to

once through the leg. Now my boss
says: ‘Take him to the Laguna Grande
hospital, George.' Me, 1 would drop
| this greaser In the bay If 1 was the
bosa.”

Bhe laughed hysterically, “On your|
way back from the hospital stop and
plek me up, George,” she ordered.

He touched his broad hat, and she
returned to the house to dresa

Meanwhile Colonel Pennington had
reached the crossing once more, sim-
altaneously with the arrival of Sam

| Perkins, the chief of police, tcetuu-I

panied by two automoblles crammed
with patrolmen. Perkins strutted lpl
to Bryce Cardigan and Buck Ogllvy,

“What's the meaning of all this row,
Mr. Cardigan?" he demanded.

“Something bas slipped, Sam,”
Bryce retorted pleasantly, “You've
been calllng me Bryce for the past|
twenty years, and now you're mister
Ing me! The meaning of this row,
you ask?" Bryce continued. “Well,
I'm engaged In making & jump cross-|
Ing of Colonel Pennington's tracks,
under a temporary franchise granted|
me by the city councll of Seguola.
Here's the franchise” And he thrust
the document under the police chief's,
nose,

“This Is the first 've heard about
any franchise.,” Sam Perkins replied)
suspiciously, “Seems to me you boen
mighty secret about this job, How do
1 know this ain't a forgery ™

“Call np the mayor and ask him,"
Bryce suggested.

“I do that” qguoth Mr. Perkins
ponderously. *And In the meantime,
don't do any more digging or rall-cut- |
He hurrled away to hls auto |
moblle, leaving a Meutenant fo charge

| of the sqund,

“Also In the meantime, young man,”
Coloned Pennington announced, “you |
will pardon me If | take possession of
my locomotive and flat cars. I ob |
serve you have finished unloading|
those rafla®

“Help yourself, Colonel," Bryce re

| plled with an assamption of heartl

ness he was far from feeling,
“Thank you so much, Cardigan”

| With the greatest good nature in life,

Pennington climbed Into the eab,
| reached for the bell-cord, and rang
un bell vigorously.

. Iy.* he sald Ironically,

| tered the mutomoblle, and at a word]

| bher bheart gave way to the tears she

Then bhe permitted himself a tri-
umphant toot of the whistle after
which he threw off the alr and gently
opened the throttle. He was pot a lo-
comotive engineer but he had ridden
in the cab of his own locomotive and
felt quite confident of his abllity In
a pinch,

With a ereak and a bump the traln
gtarted, and the Colonel ran it slowly
up untll the locomotive stood on the
tracks exactly where Buck Oglivy had
been cutting In his crossing; w
upon the Colonel locked the bra
opened his exhaust, and blew the boll-
er down. And when the last onnce of
steam had escaped, he descended and
smilingly accosted Bryce Cardigan.

*That engine belng my property.” he
announced, “I'll take the ghort end of
any bet you eare to make, young mam,
that It will s't on those tracks until
your temporary franchise expires
Cut In your Jump-crossing now, If yon
ean, you whelp, and be d——d to you.
I've got you blocked|”

“T rather Imagine this nice gentle-
man has it on us, old dear,” chirped
Buck Ogllvy plaintively, “Welll We
did our damndest, which angels ean't
do no more. Let us gather up our
tools and go home, my son, for some-
thing telle me that If 1 hang around
here I'll bust one of two things—this
sleek scoundrel's gray head or one of

my belllcose velns! Hellol Whom
have we here?"

Bryce turned and found himself
facing Shirley Sumner, Her tender

lip was quivering, and the tears shone
In her eyes llke stars,. He stared at
her in silence,

“My friend,” she murmured tremu-
loualy, “didn’t I tell you I wounld not
permit you to build the N. O O.7

He bowed his head In rage and
shame at his defeat. Buck Ogllvy
took him by the arm. “Bryce, old
chap, this 1a one of those occaslons
where sllence Is golden. Speak not.
I'll do It for you. Miss Sumner,” he

| continued, “and Colonel Pennington,™

favoring that trlumphant rascal
with an equally graclons bow, “we
leave you In possession of the fleld—
temporarily, However, If anybody
should drive up In a hack and lean
out and ask you, just tell him Bock
| Oglivy has another trump tucked away
in his kimono."”

Bryce turned to go, but with a sud-
den Impulse Shirley Iald her hand on
his arm—his left arm. *“Brycel” she
murmured,

He lifted her hand gently from his
forearm, led her to the front of the
locomotive, and held her hand up to
the hendlight. Her fingers were crim-
. son with blood.

“Your uncle's killer did that, Shir
“It's only a

“Your Uncie’s Killer Did That, Shir
'. »
slight flesh wor.u)d. but that s noj
fault of your allles. Good-might™ .|
And he left her standing, pale of)
face nnd trembling, In the white gl
of the headlight.
He walked to his car and cllm

| into it. Ogllvy remained merely lon

enough to give orders to the foreman
to gather up the tools, store them In
the machine-shop of Cardigan's mill,
and dismiss his gang; then he, too, en-

from Bryce, the car slid nolselessly
away Into the darkness. The track-
cutting crew departed a few minutes)
Iater, and when Shirley found herself|
alone with her uncle, the tumalt in

could po longer repress, Pennlnttonh
stood by, watching her curlously,
coldly.
Presently Bhirley mastered her
emotion and glanced toward him.
“Well, my dear? he queried, |
“I=—I think I had better go hor
she sald without spirit,
“1 think so0, t00,” Lhe answered, “Get

| Into the mayor's fllvver, my dear, and

I'll drive you. And perbaps the least
sald about this affalr the better, Shir-
ley. There sre many things that yon
fdo not undersiand and which cannot
be elucldated by discussion.™

“l can understand an attempt at as
sussination, Uncle Seth.”

“That blackguard Minorea! I should
have known better than to put bim on
such & jJob. 1 told him to bluff and
threaten; Cardigan, 1 knew, would
realize the grudge the Black Minorea
has against him, and for that reason
I figured the greaser was the only man
who coold bluff him. While I gave
bhim orders to shoot, I told him dis-
tinetly not to hit anybody, Good Lord,
Shirley, surely you do not think I
would wink at a muorder |”

Continued next week.)
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